
THE VERMONT TRAN 3illTTr
Vol. 2. ST. AX.BA.3STS, VT., F"RTBAY, NOV TQMB'JilR lO, 13G5.

TUB TRANSCRIPT,

nni-isiiK- eveiiv i'iuray

13y HENRY A. CUTLER.
TKUMS OF HUllSCllII'TIDS I

Iho-- c receiving tho papr through the rost-,.- (
' s i.OH per annum. To Village subscribers

"ninfi tho paper by the carrier, 50 , in
bo charged.A.Mitn'ii

F ft '' lit" y,,iir wiU 1,0 !U,,,C(1 w,U!n l"1)"1"
. ,i. liw d Ik'ToihI oil moiitlw.

, mnrr (WonUiined mitU all arrearages are

yui, l't at tho "lltl()" f 11,0 I'ul'lialnr.

JIATHH OK ADVHUTIHIJIO I

TnlV'SIEST AlVE!lT!KMl:STS 1'er square of 12

i , ,,r Irtt, f thifl typo, for first insertion 7
insertion, as ciil,n(ti fT subsequent

1. mimlH r of insertions must bo marked on
.i a

, or they will bo continued
i, nnl'Ti-r- t out. Transient advertisements to

ill' paul for m advance.
g-- K liberal discount will lie, mado on the

alo th'""' advertising by the year.

1 ,i! NoTUT) will bo insorted at 12J cunts per

THE RETURN.
l'hr. arn! I wonder if she'll know mol

. ... 1 T 1 P.
i jitrp ft iittie ana i uuu uou

and tin brownv r i. grown
, tii, plump chestnuts on my little farm;

tho chestnnt burrs,i l am as chappy

i ,. U,H aud ' t within, and wholly hers.

; ' l.irunn how I long to sco hor I

V- I.. ..rt outruns this feeble soldiqr pace;

i I ii m miter, after I hadlcft,
A ,uli Charlie came to take, my place;

,w the laughing threo-ycar-ol- d bf own eyes

ilKatiiMiher s eyes) will staro with ploased slir- -
'pl Iff

f th' v 11 be at the corner watching
, ., ill. m word that I should come

r.l- - a!' liK-- it. for they crowded around,
i 'ink thin" welcome with a wild delight;

. ii n id robin, with a halting wing,
; . in i .iff three yoars ago last spring.

in pi rhnps I am but dreaming,
v. h. pilgrim of tho long ago,

'. a i ary burden at my back,
l, r's hi at and winter's binding

I :i, h my home, my darling's breast
.ii r ill my burdi n of- f- and rest."

i iinie, the arlj rising sun
- J i tinkers on a soldier sleeping

. - 1.. wring of bright green grass
i

' luounds was light1- erjteeing,
i mi not, his was the rest itemal,

i.i - ii i v"i reflected love supernal.
.1'ionimouj.

Tne Marchioness and the Tffo
Counts.

The marchioness was at her toilet.
F. rmr and Aspasia, her two ladies"-kaiil- s.

were busy powdering, as it
were, with hoar frost, tho bowitchiug
Wli"W.

bhe was a widow, this marchioucss,
avul'w of twenty-thro- e; and wealthy,

mi persons woro any longer
uf flu uurt of Louis XV., her god-fati- n

r

lure i -- and twenty years earlier, his
had held hor at tho baptis- -

. f tt i if the chapel at Marly, and
sittlid upon her an income of '

'

' r thousand pounds by way 0f
to hr r father, tho Barou Fon- -

rult, who had saved his life nt tho
f c of l'ontenoy, that kings can bo

'u'fful. whatever people choose to
v to the contrary.
The marchioness, then, was a wid--

She resulod, during tho summer,
i' u charming little chateau, situated
W way up tho slope, overhanging
tho water, on the road from Bougival
t' St Germain. Tho fino cstuto of
1 t 'Untess Dnbarry, tho king's fa-- T

rite mistress, adjoined hors; and on
lnu,g her eyes sho could soo, with-

out ribing, tho white gablo ends and
the wide spreading chestnut-tree- s of
Lu 'icnnes, perched upon tho heights.
w uia particular day it was noon
tfl'1 lUari'll inn f a linv ntloll.
Luis dressed her hair and arranged
! headdress with tho most exquisite
taste, gravely employed herself in
Usi,g up, alternately, a couplo of
f'li I'MniPS vbl,li nrj,oon.l nn.ilt nllini.ri I "iitvu wik.it uiuui
'n "if air, and thou dropped into tho
Witt mid delicate hand that caucht '

'hem in their fall.
r's ahght-of-han- d which tho
rchioucss interrupted at times

Ue bIio adjusted her beauty-spo-t on
"er hp, or catt an impatient glance on
1,1 crystal clock that told her how

" "as running away with tho fair
dow s precious moments had lasted

" tui minutes, when tho folding
were thrown open, and a valot,

r 11 as one sees now only on tho
announced with pompous voico

fho King!"
apparently the marchionoss was

" J8t,jwed to such visits; for she but
f rJSo from hor seat, as sho saluted

?i" her most gracious smilo tho po-
rtage who ontcred.
" mueod Louis XV. himselfI.WU8 XV. at Sixtv-flv- hut. rnlnifit

lJ8Kt, with smiling lip and beaming
ad jauntily chid in a closo-tit-P'l-gr-

hunting Biiit, that bo-uj- w

luu, to perfection. Ho carried
.

'r hw nrm a handsome fowling-T'n- m

with thor-of-poa- a
1 0UcU' Ult0l for ammuni-"nlou- o

bung over his shoulder,
no kmg hnd como from Lucion- -

ni,noiit alone-t- lmt is to snv.
MaiL?lIitain 0f th0ard, the old
c ue ld, Kidlolio. d a single

' !wt "o bad been amus
quail-shootin- g; but

&adh,r ,
lmU BulTnsed him,

--- v u reusu tor it.

Fortunately, ho was but a few stops
from tho gateway of tho chateau when

tho shower commenced. Ho had
como therefore to take shelter with
his r, having dismissed
his suite, and ouly keeping with him a
magnificent pointer.

"Good morning, marchioness," said
tho king, as ho entered, putting down

his fowling-picc- o in a comer. "I have

como to ask your hospitality. Wo
woro caught in a shower, at your gnto

ltichcliou and I. I lmvo packed off
Bicheheu. But don t put yourself
out of tho way, marchioness. Let
Aspasia finish this becoming pile of
your head-dres- s, and Florino spread
out with hor silvor knife tho scented
powder that blends so well with tho
lilies and tho roses of your bewitching
face. "Why, my dear marchioness,
you're bo pretty, ono could cut you
up !'

"You think mo 80, sire ?"

"I tell you so ovcry day. Oh, what
fino oranges !" i

And tho king seated himself upon '

tho roomy sofa, by the sido of tho
marchioness, whoso rosy finger-tip-s

he kissed with an infinity of grace.
Then taking up ono of tho oranges
that he had admired, ho proceeded
leisurely to oxamino it.

"But," said ho at length, "what aro
oranges doing by the sido of your
Chinese powder-bo- x and your soont-botllo- s?

i

Is there any connection be-

tween this fruit and tho maintenance,
easy as it is, marchioness, of your
chaims ?"

"Tlieso oranges," replied the lady,
gravely, 'fulfilled just now, sire, the'
functions of destiny."

The king opened wide his eyes, nnd
stroked the long ours of his dog, by
way of giung the marchioness time to
explain her meaning.

"It was the Countess who gave them
to me," she continued.

"Mtdamo Dnbarry ?"
"Exactly so, siro."
"A trumpery gift, it seems to me,

marchioness. "
"I hold it, on tho contrary, to bo an

important ono; since I repeat to your
majesty, that theso oranges decide
my fate."

"I givo it up," said tho kiug.
"lmairino. siro; yesterday I tountl

tho countess occupied in tossing her
orangos up and down, in this way;"
and the marchioness rocomuumcod
her game with a skill that cannot bo

doscribed.
"I see," said the king; "she accom- -'

panied this singular amusement with
the words, 'Up, Choiseul ! up, Praslin !'

and, on my word, 1 fancy how tho
pair jumped."

"Precisely so, biro."
"And do you dabble in politics,

marchionesss 1 Havo you a fancy for
uniting with the countess, just to mor-

tify my poor ministers ?"

"By no moans, sue; for, m place of

Monsieur do Choiseul and tho Duko
do Praslin, I was saying to mvself,

just now, 'Up, Mennoval! up, Beau- -

gcneyl' "

'Ay, ay," returned the king; "and
why the deuce would you havo thoin
jumping, thoso two good-lookin- g no-

blemen Monncval, who is a Croesus,

and Beaugency, who is a Htatcsman,

nnd dances tho minuet to perfection."
"I'll tell you," said the lady. "You

know, sire, that tho Count de Menno-

val is an accomplished gentleman, a
handsome man, a gallant cavalier, an
indefatigable dancer, and longing for
nothing so much as to live in tho
country, ou his estate in Touraino, on

in. i i n... t :.... ...:n, ii,nmu uiuibn ui iiiu jjuiiU) iiiui nv v

man whom ho loves or will love, far1

from tho court, from grandeur, and
from turmoil. Nor arc you unaware,
siro, that Count do Beaugoncy is one

of the most brilliant courtiers of Ver--!

sailles; ambitious, burning with zeal

for tho service of your majesty, nnd
capable of going to tho end of tho
earth with tho title of Embassador
of tho King of Franco."

"I know that," chimed in Louis XV.

witn a laucrn. "inn, muai x nave
moro embassadors than embassies.
My ante-chambe- rs overflow every
morning."

"Now," continuod tho marchioness,
"I havo boon a widow tlieso two years
past."

'A long time, Micro's no denying."
"Ah!" sighed sho, "thore's no noed

to tell mo so, siro. But Count do

Mennoval loves mo at least, ho says
so, and I am easily prcsuaded."

"Very woll; then jnarry Count de
Manneval."

"I havo thought of it, siro; and, in

truth, I might do much worse. I
should liko well enough to livo in tho

country, under tho willow trees, on

tho borders of tho river, with a hus-

band, fond, yielding, loving! But,"

added the lady, "Couut do Beaugency

loves me equally well.',

"Ah! ha! tho ambitious mau I"

"Ambition does not shut out love,

sire. Count do Beaugency is twenty-fiv- o;

ho is ambitious. I should like a
husband vaBtly who was longing to
reach high offices of Slate. Great-
ness has its own particular merit."

'Then marry Count do Beaugcncy."
,"I have thought of that, also; but

this poor Count do Monnoval "

"Very good," exclaimed tho king,
laughing. "Now I see to what pur-pos- o

tho oranges aro destined. Mon-nev- al

pleases you; Beaugoncy would
suit you just as well; and sinco ono
can t have moro than ono husband,
you make them each jump in turn."

"Just so, sire. But observe what
happens."

"Alt, what docs happon 1"

"That, unwilling and unablo to play
unfairly, I lake equal pains to catch
tho two oranges us thoy como down;
and that I catch them both, each
time."

"Well, are you willing that f should
lako part in your game?"

You, sire? Ah, what a joke that
would bo !"

"I am very clumsy, marchioness.
To a certainty, in less than three inin
utos Beaugcncy and Monncval will bo
rolling on tho floor."

"Ah !" exclaimed tho lady: "and if
you havo any preforonco for ono or tho
other?"

"No; wo'll do bettor. Look, I take
tho oranges you mark them careful-
ly; or, better still, you stick into one
of them ono of those toilot pins, mak-

ing up your own mind which of tho
two is to represent Beaugoncy, and
leaving me on that point entirely in
the dark. If Beaugency touch tho
floor, you shull marry his rival; if it
happens just other otherwise, you
sbiill remgn vonrsolf to become an
embassadiess."

"Excellent ! Now, sire, let's SCO

the result."
Tho king took the two oranges and

played shuttlo with them above his
head. But, at tho third pass, tho two
rolled down upon tho embroidered
enrpot, and tho marchioness broke
out into a merry fit of laughtor.

"I foresaw as much," oxclaimed his
majesty. "What a clumsy follow I
am!"

"And wo moro puzzled than ovor,
6irep

"So wo aro, marchioness; but tho
best thing wo can do is to slice tho
oranges, sugar them woll, nnd season
ti,em wjti, a ,iash of rum." j

"And Count do Mennoval? and I

Count do Bottugency?" said tho march- -

ioncss in piteous accents. "How is
the question to bo sottlcd?"

Louis XV. began to cogitate.
"Aro you quite sure," said he "that

both them love
so," My

srailo
from tho opposite.

"And lovo equally strong?"
"I trust so, sire."
"And I don't word of it."
"Ah !" said marchioness, "but

that is, in truth most terrible sup-

position. Besides, siro, they aro on
their way hither."

"Both of them ?"
"Ono after tho other: Beaugoncy

at ono precisely; Mennoval at
two. I promised them my decision

on condition that they
would pay me visit ."

As the marchioness finished, the
valot, who announced tho king,
came to inform his mistross that
that Count do Beaugcncy was in the
drawing-roo- and solicited tho favor
of admission to pay his respects.

"Capital !" slid Louis XV. smiling
ll3 thouch ho were eighteen: "show
Count de Beaugcncy in. Mnrchio- -

noss you will receivo him, and loll him
tho price that you sot upon your

"And what is this prico, ?"

"You must givo him tho choico,
oither renounco you, or to consent
to send in to mo his resignation of

in order that ho

may go nud bury himself his wifo

on his cstalo of Coutlac, Poitou,
thoro to livo tho lifo of country no-

bleman."
"And then, ?"
"You allow him couplo of

hours of reflection, and so dismiss
him."

"And in tho end
"Tho rest is concern."
And tho king got up, taking his dog

his gun, and concealed himself bo-hi-

screon, drawing also curtain,
that ho might bo completely hidden.

"What is your iutontion, siro ?"

asked tho marchioness.
"I conceal mysolf, liko tho kings of

Persia, from tho oyc3 of my subjects,"
replied Louis XV. "Hush marchio-
ness."

A fow moraouts later and tho Count
do Beaugency entered tho room.

Th count was charming cavalier;
tall, slight, with moustache black
and curling upwards, an oyo sparkling

and intelligent, Boman nose, an
Austrian lip, firm step, noblo

imposing "prosenco.
The marchioness blushed slightly at!

the sight of him, but him her
hand to kiss, and begged him by
gesture to bo seated.

"Marchioness," said Beaugoncy, as
ho hold in his hands tho rosy fingers
of tho lovely widow, "It is fully week
since you received me I"

"A week ? why, you horo yes-

terday !"

"Then I must havo counted tho
hours for ngos."

"A compliment which may be found '

in ono of tho younger Crebillon's
books 1"

"You are hard upon mo, marchio-
ness."

"Perhaps so; it comes naturally; I
am tired."

"Ah, marchioness Heaven knows
that Iwould mako of your existence
one never ending folo !"

"That would at least ho wearisome."
"Say word, my lady, one bingle

word, and my fortune, my future pros- -

pects, my ambition"
"You aro still, then, as ambitious as

ever ?"
"Moro than ever sinco I have been

in love with you."
"Is thai necessary ?"
"Beyond doubt. Ambition what

is it but honors, wealth, Iho envious
look of impotent rivals, tho admira-
tion of tho crowd, the favor of mon-arc- hs

? And is not one's love unan-
swerably and most triumphantly
proved, in laying all at tho feet of
the woman ono adores

"You may be right."
"I may be right, marchionoss Lis-

ten to me, my fair ladylove"
"I am all attontion, my lord."
"Between us, who are well born,

and consort not with plebians, that
vulgar and sentimental sort of love
which is painted by those who write
books for j'our mantuamakors and
chambermaids, would be in exceeding -

ly bad taste. It would bo but slight -

ins love and makii" no account of its
enjoyment, were we to go and bury it
in some obscure cornor of tho prov-
inces, or if Paris we, who belong to
Versailles living away thoro with it,
in monotonous solitude and uuchang- -

ing contemplation !"
"Ah !' said the marchioness, "you

fhhilr so?"
"Toll mo, rather, of fetes that dazzle

one with lights, with noise,
Smiles, with wit. thromrh which ono
glides intoxicated, with tho fair con- -

quest in triumph on one's arm. "Why

hide one's happiness, in place of pa- -

rading it ? Tho jealousy of tho world

nnd will, ero long, procure mo ono of
the northern embassies. Cannot you
fancy yourself madamo tho Enibassa-dres- s,

treading on tho platform of
drawing-room- , us royalty with royalty,
with tho highest nobility kingdom

having tho men at your feet, and
the women on lower seats around you,
whilst you yourself are occupant of
throne, and wield scoptrc."
And as Count do Beaugency warmod

with his own eloquence, ho gently slid
from his seat to tho knoos of tho mar-

chionoss, whose hand ho covered with
kisses.

She listened to him, with sinile on
hor lips, and then abruptly said to
him, "Iliso, my lord, and hear mo in
turn. Aro you in truth sincerely at-

tached to mo ?"
"With my soul, marchioness 1"

"Aro you prepared to mako ovcry
sacrifice ?"

"Every ono, my lady."
"That is fortunate indeed; for to bo

prepared for all, is accomplish one,
without tho slightest difhculty; and it
is but single ono that I roquiro."

"Oh, speak Must bo con-

quered ?"
"By no means. You must only call

to mind that you own fino chateau
in Poitou."

"Pooh 1" said Beaugency; "a shed."
"Every man's houso is his castlo,"

roplied tho widow; "and having called
it to mind, you need ouly order post-horses- ."

"For what purposo ?"
"To carry mo to Courlac. It is thoro

that your almoner shall unito us, in
tho chapol, in tho prosenco of do-

mestics and your vassals, our ouly wit-

nesses."
"A singular whim, marchioness; but

I submit to it."
"Very well. Wo will Bet out this

ovoning. Ah I forgot."
"What, further?"
"Before utartiug you will Bond in

your resignation to tho king."
Count do Beaugency almost bound

ed from his scat.
"Do you droam of that, marchio

of aro in with you ?" i does but increaso, and cannot dimin-"Probab- ly

returned sho, with a fRh it uncle, tho cardinal, stands
little coquettish sent back to her well at court. Ho has tho king's ear,
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"Assuredly. You will hot at Cour

lac bo able to perform your dutios at
court."

"And on reluming?"
"Wo will not return."
"Wo will not return 1" slowly

ojaculuJcd Count do Beaugoncy.
"Whcro then shall wo proceed ?"

"Nowbcro. Wo will remain at
Courlac."

"All tho summer?"
"And all tho wintor. I count upon

nettling mysolf there, after our mar-

riage. I havo a horror of tho court.
I do not like tho turmoil. Grandeur
wearies mo. I look forward only to a
simple nnd charming country lifo to
tho trnnquil and happy oxistonco of
tho forgotten lady of tho castle.
What matters it to you ? You aro am-

bitious for my love's sako. I caro but
little for ambition; you ought to caro
for it still less, sinco you aro in love
with me."

"But, marchioness "

"Hush 1 it's a bargain. Still, for
form's sake, I give you one hour to re-

flect. There, pass out that way; go
j into tho winter drawing-roo- that
you will find at tho end of tho gallery,
and send mo your answer upon a leaf
of your tablets. I am about to com-plol- o

my toilot, which I left unfinished
to receivo you."

And tho marchioness opened a door,
bowed Boaugcnoy into tho corridor,
and closed tho door upon him.

"Marchionoss," cried tho king, from
his hiding-plue- o and through tho
screon, "you will offer tho Count do
Monnoval the embassy of Prussia,
which I promise you for him."

"And you will not emerge from
your retreat ?"

"Certainly not ! It is far moro amus-

ing to remain behind tho scones. Ono
hoars all, laughs at one's easo, and is
not troubled with saying anything."

It struck two. Count de Monnoval
was announced. His majesty romained
snug, and shammed dead.

Count do Mennoval was at all points
a cavalier who yielded nothing to his
rival, Count do Beaugoncy. Ho was
fair. Ho had a bluo eye, a broad foro- -

head, a mouth that woro a dreamy ex-

pression, and that somowhat pensive
air which becamo so well the trouba
dours of France in tho olden timo.

Ho was timid, but ho passionately
loved the beautiful widow; and his
dearest dream was of passing his
whole life at her feet, in woll-choso- u

retirement, lar from tnoso envious
lookers-on- , who aro over ready to
fling their sarcasms on quiot happi-
ness, nnd who dissomble their envy
under a cloak of philosophic scepticism.

Ho trembled as ho cutored the mar-

chioness's boudoir, no remained
standing before her, aud blushed as
ho kissed hor hand. At length, en-

couraged by a smile, emboldened by
tho solemnity of this coveted inter-
view, ho spoke to her of his lovo, with
a poetic simplicity and an unpremed
itated warmth of heart tho genuine
enthusiasm of a priest, who has faith
in tho object of his adoration.

:Vs ho spoko, tho marchionoss sighed,
and said within horsolf, "Ho is right
Lovo is happiness. Lovo is to bo two
indeed, but ono at tho same timo; and
freo from thoso importunato intor-meddler- s,

tho indifferoifco or tho
mocking nttention of tho world."

Sho romemborod, however, tho ad
vice of the king, and thus addressed
tho count:

"What will you indeed do, my lord,
in order to convince mo of your affec
tions?"

"All that man can do."
Tho count was less bold than Beau

gency, wno uau talked of conquonng
a throno. Ho was probably more sin-cor- o.

"I am ambitious," Baid tho widow.
"Ah !" replied Count do Mennoval,

sorrowfully.
"And I would that tho man whom

I marry should aspiro to everything,
and achiovo ovorything."

'1 will try so to do, if you wish it."
"Liston; I ffivo you an hour to ro-

lled. I am, you know, Iho king's god-

daughter. 1 havo bogged of him an
ombassy for you."

"Ah !" said Count de Monnoval, with
indifference.

'Ho has granted my request. If you
love me, you will accept tho oflbr. Wo

will bo married this oveuiug, and your
oxcelloucy tho embassador to Prussia
will set off for Borlin immediately af-

ter tho nuptials. Itoflect; I grant you
an hour."

"It is useless," answered Count do

Mennoval; "I havo no need of reflec-

tion, for I lovo you. Your wishes are
my ordors; to oboy you is my sole do-sir- e.

I accept the embassy."
"Novor mind," said sho, trembling

with joy-an- d blushing deeply. "Pass
into tho room, whoroin you woro just
now waiting. I must complete my

toilet, and then I bhall bo at your ser-

vice. I will summon you."
Tho marchioness handed out tho sec

ond count by tho right-han- d door, as
suo nan nauueu oui mo nrss uy uio
loft; nndfhon said to herself, "I shall
bo prettily embarrassed if Count do
Beaugency should consont to end his
days at Courlac !" i

Thereupon tho king removed the
screon nnd reappeared.

His majesty stopped quietly to tho '

round table whereon ho hnd replaced
tho oranges, and look up ono of them.
"Ah !" oxclaimed tho marchioness, "I

perceive, sire, that you foresee tho dif--

ficully that is about to spring up, nnd
go back to tho orangos, in order to
soltloit"

Ah his solo roply, Louis XV. look a
siriall ivory-handle- d pon-knif- o from
his waistcoat pocket, mado an incision
in tho nnd of tho orange, peeled it oft

very neatly, divided tho fruit into two
parts, and ofl'ercd ono to the astonish-
ed marchionoss.

"But, siro, what aro you doing?'
was hor eager inquiry.

"You bco that I am eating tho or-

ange."
"But- -"
"It was of no manner of uso lo us."
"You havo decided then ?"

"Unquestionably. Count do Men-

noval loves you better than Count de
Beaugoncy."

"That is not quito certain yet; let us
wait"

"Look," said tho king, pointing to
tho valot who ontorod with a no to
from Beaugoncy. "You'll soon see."

The widow opened tho nolo, and
road:

"Muam I lovo you hoaven is my
witness; and to givo you up is the
most cntol of sacrifices. But I am a
nobloman. A nobloman belongs lo tho
king. My life, my blood are his. I
cannot, without forfeit of my loyalty,
abandon his sorvico "

"Et cotorn," chimed in Iho king, "as
was obsorved by tho Abbo Floury, my
tutor. Marchioness, call in Count do
Monnoval."

Count do Monncval cntored, nnd
was greatly troubled lo sco tho king
in the widow's boudoir.

"Count," said his majesty, "Lord do

Beaugency was deeply in lovo with tho
marchioness; but ho was more deoply
still in love sinco ho would not re
nounce it to plcaso her with tho em

bassy to Prussia. And you, you lovo

tho marchioness much better than you
lovo mo,- - sinco you would only outer
my sorvico for her sake. This leads
mo to bolievo that you would bo but a

lukewarm public servant, and that
Count do Beaugency will inako an ex-

cellent Embassador. Ho will start for
Berlin this ovoning; and you shall
marry tho marchionoss. I will bo pres-

ent at tho ceremony."
"Marchioucss," whispered Louis

XV. in the ear of his r,

"truo lovo is that which does not
shrink from a sacrifice."

Aud tho king peeled tho second or-an-

and nte it, as ho placed tho hand
of tho widow in that of Do Monnoval.

Then ho added: "I havo been mak-

ing three persons happy; tho marchi-
onoss, whoso indecision I have reliovcd;
tho Count do Mennoval, who shall
marry her; and Count do Beaugcncy,
who will perhaps perchance provo a

sorry Embassador. In all this, I have
only neglected my own interests, for I
havo been eating tho oranges without
sugar and yet they pretend to say 1

am a selfish monarch !"

Basiifulnhss. No mental omotion is
more painful than bashfulness. "With-

out being guilty, its subject feels
crushed. Tho temperament or com-

plexion most liuble to suffer from
bashfulness is tho blonde. Wo know
that such persons blush moro readily;
if frightened, thoy turn palo moro
quickly nud are more likoly to faint
undor tho influence of pain and alarm
than others. Thoro is, in this lotnpoi-nmon- t,

an anterior causo for ombar-rasstno- nt

and timidity. Tho circula-
tion is moro capricious, aud tho sub-

jects aro moro liablo to inflammatory
disease. Tho anger of such persons
is quick and hot Undor excitement,
tho heart boats unnaturally nnd tho
blood rushes to tho brain, producing
confusion of thoughts and strangely
embarrassing tho conduct.

The best guarantee against this is
culturo aud familiarity with good soci-

ety. This will familiarizo us with
what is oxpected of us, and doing
what society claims of us will strength-
en n, and increase self-estee-

Persons troublod with baslf-fulne- ss

should, also, avoid tho physical
conditions calculated to produce a dis-

turbed circulation of tho blood.
American 1'hrenolvgical Journal.

A parsimonious fcoa captain,' ans-

wering tho complaints of his men that
tho broad was bad, oxclaimed: "What!
complaiu of your bread that ia made
from flour! What do you think of tho
Apostles ? Thoy ato 'show broad,' mado
from old boots and shoes."

P

IJnra. A nwnrm of bees in their
natural slate contains from 10,000 to
20,000 of tho insects, whilst in hives
they number from !10,000 to 10,000.
In a squaro foot of honeycomb tllero
arc about 9000 colls; a queen boo lava
her eggs for 50 or 00 consecutive days
laying about 500 daily. It takes three
d.ay3 to hatch each egg. In one sea;
sou n single queen bco hntches ahruH
100,000 bees. It takes G000 bees lo
weigh a pound.

AnvANTAam or Cuyixo. A French
physician is out in a long dissertation
on the advantages of groaning and cry-

ing in goiieral, especially during surgi-
cal oporations. He contonds that groan-
ing nnd crying are two great moans
by which naturo allays anguish; that
thoso patients who givo way to thei
natural feelings, moro speedily recover
from accidents and operations than
thoso who suppose it unworthy for a
man to betray such symptoms of cow
ardico as oither to groan or to cry.
Ho tolls of a man who reduced his,
pulse from ono hundred and twenty-
six to sixty in tho course of two hours
by giving full vent to his emotions.
If peoplo aro at all unhappy about any
thing, let them go to their rooms and
comfort themselves with a loud bohoo,
and thoy wi'l feel a hundred per cent,
hotter afterwards.

In accordance with tho nbovo, Iho
crying of children should not bo too
greatly discouraged. If it is system-
atically suppressed, tho result may bo
St. Vitus' dnnco, epileptic fits, or some
other disease of tho norvous system.
What is natural is nearly always ufe-fn- l,

and nothing can bo moro natural
than tho crying of children, whon any-

thing occurs to give them either men-

tal or physical pain.
Probably, most persons have exper-

ienced tho effect of tears in relieving
great sorrow. It is oven curious how
tho feelings aro allayed by their free
indulgonco in groans and sighs. Thou
let parents nnd friends show moro in-

dulgence to noisy bursts of grief on
Iho part of children as well as of older
persons, and regard tho eyes and
mouth as tho safoty-valve- s through
which nature discharges her surplus
steam.

An IssocnxT Oi.u Lady. A young
lady wont into a storo in Webster,
lately, selected her outfit, and goyo or?
dors for the articles to bo sent to her.
"Hecollect," said she, to tho accomniOT
dating clerk, "rats, mice, waterfall,
not, crimpers, etc., etc." An unso-

phisticated elderly lady from tho ru-- i

nil district, who witnessed tho transac-
tion, lifted her spccfaclcs and gazed
after tho departing miss; then turning
to tho proprietor, in a tono cf tho sin-cere- st

pity: "Poor thing!" said she,
"she's crazy, ai'nt sho ?" Tho bnijle a
this was audible.

fca-5- Tho late Uov. Rowland Hill un-

derstand human nature well. His
chapel having been infested by pick-

pockets, ho took occasion to remind
tho congregation that there was an all-seei-

Providence to whom nil hearts
were open, and from whom no secrets
aro hid: "but lest," ho added, "thoro
may bo any present who are inseiifiia
bio to such reflections, I would also
say that Bow street ollicers arc ou tho
lookout."

fi2f II au tieurn bo susponded by a
pieco of thread to within half an inch
of some water contained iu a hyacinth
glass, and bo permitted to remain
without being disturbed, it will in a
few months burst nnd throw a root
down into the water, and shoot up-

ward its tapering stem, with Leauti-f- ul

littlo green loaves. A young oak
treo growing in this way on a mantlo-sho- lf

of a room, is a very interesting
object.

Let it Alonb, Bov?, Let vyhat
alono? To drink that stuff in tlio
ilrunKnru h bowl ! Avo. let it alone ! '

Don't oven learn how it tastes. As
tho serpent fascinates tho bird only to
destroy it, so strong drink charms at
the first but kills at last. Tho first
drop may charm you, thereforo don't
drink the first drop. If you wish to
enjoy good heulth, if you value a pure
character, if you want to be happy,
aud mako othors happy, if you wish to
go to Heaven, avoid strong drinks,-- ,
Bewaro of tho first drop !

Seo yonder youth with irons "on Ins
hands and fttt.' Ho is iti prison.
Another youlh, with' weeping eyes, is
bidding him farowoll. It s a Bad faro- -

well for tho' prisonor ia about to bo
led out to-di- Ho is a murderer
The law is about to ttiko h'is life.
What docs ho Bay? Theso aro his
words: "Remember what I told youx

lot tho liquor alone!'1
Good ronson had ho for giving his

counsel Liquor had brought him tq
n folon's doom. Lot tho boys, nye!
nud tho girls too, hoed his words.
Ld the Liquor alone.

i


